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	The Blood Cure Alchemist

**I was an insomniac. Always had been. But when I really started taking on sleeping meds for the first time. I didn't know that whenever I slept, I would be transported to Amestris as a half-Ishvalan girl, hidden away in a refugee camp at the height of one of the worst wars in Amestrian history. [OC x Al].**

* * *

><p>I breathed in and out. Inhale, exhale. I did this for a while until the meds finally kicked in. I didn't mind not sleeping. I was an insomniac. Well, probably worded that wrong. Being an insomniac didn't mean that you never slept. Sure, I was able to sleep. Just not like everybody else. It just meant that it was super duper hard for me to conk out. I had afternoon drowsiness, exactly like a textbook would say, but I took naps, then. Pretty much segmented sleep, since seven hours straight seemed like a lot of time wasted. I could break up twenty minute resting periods throughout the day and only waste two hours out of the twenty four provided.<p>

I didn't call my napping exactly "sleeping". What I was about to do and try for ten hours straight was dubbed actually sleeping. So I closed my eyes and let the newfound fatigue embrace me.

...

I could not recall waking up. It felt like I had always been bathing in the sunlight in peaceful aromas of strange spices and wild herbs. My brain started to allow functions to process when the sunlight started disappearing and the warm sheen just faded away into a clammy sort of sweat. That was when I opened both eyes at the same time and ridiculed at the size of my dream. It was a small little town with tents and mud brick structures and frames. It was more of a refugee camp than anything.

"This is weird," I muttered to myself. But then I realized that I was speaking some strange garble.

"Hello," I said again. This time, it was in english, but instead of the familiar fluidity, my voice sounded strained and an accent was pushed into it heavily. Gaelic? Turkish? German?

I leapt off the giant rock that I had been apparently sunbathing on and examined every little detail that my med pills had made me hallucinate. There were lots of old people with light brown skin and red eyes and a few children. Some had lighter skin than the others. A mix in races? What the hell had I been prescribed with, anyway? Hallucogen?

"Fable-chan, be sure to give this to your mother, alright?" An elderly man said, putting a little bag in my hands.

Fable? My name was Fable now? What kind of name was that?

And how was I suddenly fluent in a made up brainological language? I thought myself to be smart... But not that smart! Straight A's did not equate to a level of genius!

"Okay, gramps! Thank you!" I said, feeling the uniform sound resonate autopilot. Also, as my words had indicated a disclosure, I skipped (ran) to the back of the camp place, as if I knew where I was going. I didn't. My body was going on full autopilot. Muscle memory only. Damn, Fable must had done this a lot in my head.

"Mom, gramps wanted to give this to you!" Eh. Doing everything I felt to be natural. Dreams flowed.

A light brown skinned woman stepped into view. She had a thick mane of dark hair and wore religious clothing that reminded me of what the Buddhist monks wore. Wait, when had I entered a house?

"Tell him thank you, sweetie. Medicine in these parts is extremely expensive. I just hope that I can get better."

Then she started coughing a bit. I was worried, since the coughing sounded really deep and wheezy at the same time. Her hand was covered with blood and I had rushed toward her. What a terrible dream!

"It's okay, Fable-chan. Go outside and play." She ushered me out of the house and took the bag from my hands. "Don't worry about me. Mom will get better, promise."

...

When I woke up, it was ten p.m. I had slept for an hour. And had been in that strange world for an hour. I rolled out of my bed and grabbed at my tablet. Then searched up "coughing up blood". Google said that it was a dangerous symptom of lung cancer. And since the blood was from your lungs, it probably hurt a lot. I was about to erase my search history, because my sister sometimes used my tablet, and she thought I was weird enough, but stopped when "fma edxroy fanfic" was the second to last line.

Oh.

Fma. Ishvalans.

Damn... Was lucid dreaming a symptom of insomnia?

I was not the most medical person to ask. While science and math both were my best subjects... Doctorhood was tough.

I searched it. Nope, nope, nope. I was just strange like that. Yes, the odd child. I was twelve years old and in eighth grade. I liked too think I was quite mature, given my age, but people had their own opinions. I did feel, though, in my dream, like a ten year old or a nine year old. My height I just now realized, after pondering. Or everybody else in the camp was tall.

But grade-schooler size had many perks. I could fit into smaller spaces and run away unnoticed.

After taking another dosage of meds, I drifted off yet again...

...

"Fable! Listen to me!" Mom was soot-covered and had a frantic gleam in her eye. The light that bled through the cloth walls was a burning red. Screams echoed and gunshots were fired. What on earth was going on?

"You need to get out of here! Hide in the basement! There's a door under the blue rug grandma made us last year. Whatever you do, do not go out until mommy comes back, okay?"

What was going on?

"I love you," She said, her voice breaking. She unclasped a necklace with a bright white opal and put it on my neck.

Loud footsteps drew nearer to the door. My new mom pushed me away and literally shrieked, "GO!" I scrambled off, intent not on finding the door. But I would not deny a dead person's last wish. God, I hated this dream. The absolutely terrifying vigour of the pleas outside, the smell of ash and gunpowder. My heart was beating so fast I was quite sure everybody within a metre range could hear it go "BUMPBUMPBUMPBUMPBUMP".

Was this even a dream? It was a nightmare, more like it. I already hated war. My tongue could taste the iron-rich air from presumably blood. More gunshots fired, and in the next room over, the door broke down. I found the blue rug, crawled right under it, and dropped into the trap door. The basement was a four foot tall room with enough space that a grown man could stretch out his back. I reruffled the rug to look like I had never been here, and shut the door.

I heard a small snap of fingers just as I tucked away into a corner to better hide myself. Then the blaze of heat and the scream of a woman - mom. I pinched my arm again and again until my hand gripped at a purplish forearm, but the pain didn't bother me. The overwhelming fear did. My breath was caught in my throat as the screams died down. I couldn't bite down on my tongue as another way to escape, but I stayed in the cold basement for what seemed to be ages. It was a standstill. I could no way ever sleep in these terrible conditions, yet I wanted to escape and go back home.

A shiny glint caught my eye. My legs were on lockdown, but my arm hesitantly fumbled inside a storage box. I pulled out a handmirror, but dropped it on the cool tiles as soon as I looked into it. The glass cracked and broke into tiny little shards. The noise was deafening. I let out a gasp and tried to stop the tears from fright once I heard a rustle from above. The trap door creaked open as I stared into the hardened face of Roy Mustang. The first thing he saw must had been my crimson red eyes, which were tear-eyed from my reflection deduction. He closed his eyes and walked away, shutting the door behind him.

I quavered and sat in a hunched ball until the screaming had died down to mismatched and slow footsteps. The smoke from the fires only burned my eyes, or that was just tiredness. I waited and waited, just like mom said to do, until the impact of this woman I had dreamed up of went out in flames. And so did the whole dream-esque. Nightmares only effected what you saw, not then burnt char that I could smell, nor the brazen heat from the Flame Alchemist, nor the taste of blood, nor the shrieks that bounced in my head, rewinding and begging me to kill them.

When the camp was surely desolate, I found enough willpower to move and I worked through the trap door. There wasn't even a house left. All were left were the dust and soot that permeated the air. Everything just felt numb. I walked forward to escape the choking breathes, but stopped when my foot stepped on something that made large CRACK. I looked down and saw bones. I started running, running, just far away from that damned place, still flinching with every single CRACK and SQUELCH. It was disgusting and horrible and I ran and ran and ran, even though my legs felt heavier than lead, and my heart was coughing up strange fluids of pain. My hand felt covered with bloody coughs, but I blamed the dirty wind. If cancerous cells were genetic, I didn't want to know and could care less. Right now, it was: _Get the fuck out of here!_

Killing and murdering and massacring were painful experiences to both sides of the battle. I knew that Both Sides Are Hurt, but I stopped thinking about anything else until the last of the soot had left the environment, and all that was left of the Ishvalan camp was a grey cloud that wafted from the locations in the plateau.


End file.
